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— * Slip are grown ſo com- 
mon, no One can blame the Co- 
quet's Surrender. You have a ſut- 
ficient Title to Virtue, although 
your Virginity's loſt; for no One 
dare to cenſure the Actions of the Great, nor 


WH any Poo upbrazd' you, nos you are 
A * en- 


ff 


iv DEDICATION. 
enriched by, if they ſhould ftare em in the 


Face, and {hew 'em You are not aſhamed of 
it. The Maid who fins is ne 'er diſturb'd, if 


any Body will protect her; how happy then 
are You who need no Protection? Beauty is 
the peculiar Favourite of the Court, and the 
Woman who has her Share of that will have 
her Share of Favours, of which Your Lady- 
ſhip has no Reaſon to complain — Variety 
is the Pleaſure of Life, and can there be 
more Variety than is in a Court? Freſh Lo- 
vers, freſn Faſhions, and freſh Maiden- 
heads. 


Let Others ſculk in Corners, and be a- 
ſhamed of what they have committed, but 
do You ftill perſiſt in Your heroick Reſolu - 
tion outſhine the envying World, ſtifle Con- 


ſcience, laugh at Scandal, and reign ſupreme 
in Sin. 


Let Others copy from Examples, and learn 

to be vicious; but You need no ſuch Aſſiſt- 
ance, knowing how to be above the common 
Reach, and ſin with ane grand pam. 


Virgin is a hideous Name, and thoſe who 
bear it commonly love to get rid of it as 


ſoon | 


DEDICATION v 
um as ; poſſible. This Your Ladyſhip welt 
knew, ſo threw a bold Main, and ſucceeded 
as You wiſh'd. - Fortune favours the; Bold, 
and Beauty can” charm the hardeſt Heart; 
but that too ſoon ſurrender'd quickly palls : 
No Charms can laſt for ever — But Your 
Lady ſhip has Wiſdom enough to foreſee that. 
So, in full Poſſeſſion of all Happineſs, I leave 
You; and that You may ever continue ſo, 
IS the Prayer of 
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HRO al the various Hates of Life ; We 1 find 
' Diverſity of Taſte direfts Mankind. 


Dung have our Theatres, with juſt Renown, 

Not only pleas d, but moralix d the Town. 

' Rvgive.us then, nor aur Endeavonrs ſeoff; 

ff with our Grandfire's Wit we'd make ye laugh: - 

Fr Virtue oft by Puns has been convey d, 

And chiming Nonſenſe latent Wit betray d: 
Conſcious that we want Merit for Applauſe, 

We muſt, by partial Judgment, try our Cauſe. 

Ladies, to Du we make our firſt Appeal; 

Is your's to calm our Fears, our Duubts to heal : 

If Tou viuchſafe to aid our tow'ring Pride, 

Mie ask no more, nor wiſh Applauſe befide ; 

r, if the Fair we gain, F Conſequence, 

We foon ſpall draw o ęr all the Men of Senſe ; 

And for the ſurly Critick let him go, 

We don't care That whether he's pleas'd, or ns, 
Take then, ye Brave, ye Wiſe, ye Fair, 

Our poor Production tu your tender Care; 

So ſhall you raiſe in us a generous Strife, 

And every Smile ſhall warm us into Life — 

. But if your Cenſure on our. Scenes ſhould light, 

As far too mean for Audience ſo polite, 

Indulge us ſtill, and let our Hopes depend, 

By pardoning all the Faults you can't commend. 


5 EP1- 


2 IL 6 U E 
Spoken by ; Mrs. Mon 8 EK. 


Rembling to know his Fate, our Author ſtands; 
For all his future Fime lyes in your Hand: 
« He ſays he's young, and 'tis his firſt Attzmpt; 
And if ye frown, twill future Flights prevent? 
I told him thoſe Excuſes were grown ſtale, © 95 
And that his Modeſty will ne er prevail; 
Howe er I promis d to do what I can,, | 


Aud ſwore I'd ſtri ve to gain ye Man 1 Mau; 


Tho that's a Tack that would the beſt us” 

For "tis impoſſible to pleaſe ye all, a 

With Beaux II ogle, with the Cit T'l Dink N 
Strut with the Rake, and with the n i 
With a ſpruce Prentice Il deſcant on Trade, 
With fumbling Courtiers I'll be thought a Maid; 
With Sophs and Clerks I'll uncouth Verſes can. 
I: ſhort, I'll ſomething have for every Man; = 
With my own Sex 1I'Þ rail and furl my Fun. 

To your Applauſes then I yield my Heart, 
And hope the Criticks too will take my Part. 
Indulge us then, and your hud Plaudits give 
For my Surrender, let the Punſter ive. 


PER- 


PERSONS - Repreſented. 


A 
Sir Roger Quibble, the Punſter, Mr. Jones, 
Lurelove, | | 2 Ar. Cole, 

* Ranger, his Friend, „ 
Col. Gazette, a great Neu- monger, Mr. Wignel, 
Snarl, a Critick, x | | Mr. Machen, 
Tom, Lurelove's Man, 3 M.. Hicks, 

Whetſtone, Sir Roger's Man, Mr. Dove. 
A flammering Conſtable. 
WO M E N-: 
Lucinda, 4 Mrs.M orſe, 
r ifters and Nieces to Reger % Palms, 
Px Hilding, a young Rump, | — . Miſs Jones, 
Betty, Maid to Lucinda, „„ 


Ars. Twig, a Lady of the Tun. 
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ACTI, SCENE L 


Lurelove's J . Tom aſleep "i 
a great Chair, a Candle . 
ma We ee 1 aking. 


hee Limbs on my little dad 
up- Bed —— No, alas! here muſt I 
= ſleep, and wear my Life out in this 
„ 5 ET& two-arm-Chairz heigh ho! — well 
In n Poet, I think: No; then, if I follow the 
5108 1 all make YR body re ho! 
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F well as myſelf; however, Pl] chuſe a 

rowſy Subject: let me fee, it ſhalf be in Praiſe 

of — Heigh ho! a great Chair — but my Cah- 

die's almoſt out; by this Lig t now it ſhould 

be, Ewa; o'Elock, for I ſee every thing double. — 
Hos! bur, for Certainty, PII look. f lopks ont. 

1 Five, it is paſt Six. [knocking at the Dor. 
Heigh ho! fo one had better be a Lacquey to a 

broken German Count, or a French Marquis; 

than Footman to a London Rake. Let me lee, 
he's ont of Humour now, I know well enough: 
That Knock denvtes.hes been gaming, and has 

loſt his Money; the Slur at the End ſignifies he's 
half drunk, if fo, ſtand clear Tom. [knocking again. 

So, that's a little ſofter, and not quite ſo ſmart; 

Od's Heart, I fancy I ſhall grow an Artiſt in 
theſe Kind of Sounds —-but However, I muſt 

let him in; fo, now for't. _ {0 


SCENE II. Tom and Lurelove. 


Lure. So, Tom, how wears the Night? + 
f Tom. Like a Chancery-Suit, Sir, very flow——1 
8 | am afraid it will wear me out before it; But rea- 
} ly, Sir, with Submillion to the judgment of my 
3 Betters, the Stars have been very partial, the 
" have given your Honour not only à good Eftate, 
is | but likewiſe a ſtrong Conſtitution to enable you to 
1 ſpend it; whereas, they have given me neither. 

| + Lure. Why, Faith, Tom, I have no Caufe to 
3 curſe my Fortune, ſhe has placed me in a mid- 
if | dle Station of Life, above the Darts of Poverty, 
and beneath the Envy of Grandeur; LI have Juſt 
[| as much Honour and Money as I know wWwhat to 
i} do with; and while that and Youth, Health and 
if Opportunity laſts, I will have Pleaſure: m 


Friend and the Bottle ſhall ſhare the Day, an 
ſome kind Miſtreſs ſhall anticipate the tedfous 


Tom. 


Hours of the Night. * 


* 


1h E Hv MOR 0 US P Ns N 2 
Tom. But, Pray Sir, how. long may this Courſe 


of Life laſt? Heigh ho! 5 
Ture, Why, in all Probability, it may hold 
theſe ten Tears; for, if T eſcape the Rock of Mar- 
riage, and keep clear of the Pirates, I make a 
proſperous Voyage to the Cape of Good Hope; 
and return with a Plate-Fleet, _ 3 
Tom. Ay, but Sir, ——heigh ho! — there are 
many Qnickſands in the Way, that you mayn't 
foreſee, perhaps; for, ſuppoſe, Sir, —heigh ho! 
Pardon my Infirmity, Sir, but this fitting up all 
Night will kill me. — I ſay, Sir, ſuppoſe on 
ſhould meet with a Pivateer, that ſhould "clap - 
Fire to your Deck, and deſtroy your Cargo 
for, SEA? [62 Sir, Women are but leaky Veſſels; 
and if you board them too often, they'll ſoon 
ſink you: ſo, Sir, might I be thought worthy, 
I'd adviſe. you to marry; a Wike, Sir, is more 
precious than Gold, brighter than à Brillizat, 
clearer than. Cryſtal, ſofter than Wool, and 
will teach a Man Reſignation ſooner than all the 
Philoſophy in the World. 
Lure. Ay, Sir, a Woman is. more. cunning 
than a. Philoſopher, or Mathematician either; 
for her Tongue has found out perpetual Motion, 
which nobody-elſe ever could: Beſides, I hate 
Matrimony, becauſe, it is like Spring- Pottsge, 
a damn'd bitter Potion full of Rue and, Net- 


. tles, . 4 TE; IT 1 f P (4s 2 _ 
Ion, Feigh ho! what is your. Honour turn'd 
à Punſter? * DO np ly 


Ture. A Punſter; why, you ſleepy Raſcal, Iam 
-jult come from-the,Fountain-head of Funs, I have 
been all Night with Sir Roger Quibble, who ne- 
ver ſpoke a Sentence in his Life without a Pan, 
and had rather affront his Company than loſe his 
Jeſt, yet does it without any Deſign of Offence; 
Who, tho' he's but a Juſtice öf Peace by Com- 
| miſſion, yet is by Nature a Judge of Women, 
a „ 8 
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Wit, and Wine, and is the moſt facetious Com- 
panion breathing: but he grew frolickſome, and 
was for going on ſome Adventure——ſo I wiſe- 
ly drew off to ſave my Carcaſe, and my Senſes — 
tis too late to go to bed; ſo I'll e'n go and ſtudy: 
Tom, fetch me a Book to read. | 
Tom, Heigh ho! Sir, 'tis paſt Six o'Clock, and 
high time for any reaſonable Rake to go to Bed. 
Lure. But I expect Sir Roger will be after me 
every Moment; and therefcre, ] won't go to Bed 
at all. Now, Sirrah, I'Il tell you a Secret 
nay, don't nod, you ſleepy lethargick Son of a 


Poppy. [ knocking at the Door) 
Tom. [ farting. ] Oh! when will this difmal E: | 
Task be over? Coming, Coming; what a Plague 
are you mad? | [ $065 to the Door. E 


S C E N E III. 1 | 
Lurelove, Sir Roger, Ranger, and 
Tom. | 


Lure. Sir Roger, 1 hope you'll excuſe my leaving 
you ſo abruptly ; but, have you ſprung any Game? 
Sir Ro. Game! ay, you young Rogue, we have 
earth'd three of the lovelicſt, luſtieſt, prettieft 
Bona Roba's you ever {aw , we want but your Aid, 
von Dog, and we'll ferret em immediately. 1 
Ranger. Rare Sport, my Lad, and no Danger, 
Women are the Fruit that allures us to Iniquity: 
fo make off Drowſineſs, and come along. 

Lure. Pray, Gentlemen, excuſe me now; for I 
nd my ſelf very unfit for any frolickfome Ad- 
venture. | | SCA 

Ranger. For Shame, Fack, why, thou'It not leave 
us ſure at laſt Caſt; come pry'thee, fince thou haſt. 
been wicked thefe ſixteen Hours, &en caſt - ano- 
ther Sin or two in, and compleat the four and 
ä R 
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Sir Ro. Why, the young Dog is a right Gameſter, 
i' faith, and we are the Cards he plays with; he 
ſhew'd us a clean Slip awhile ago; and now he 
Hufes again — Surah, you are a Anave of Hearts, 
but you ſhall find that I have Pam this time, 
and won't be trickd out of my Game, and you 
ſhall be Joo d, in ſpite of your Teeth, you ſharping 
Rogue. | | | 
* Rader Ha! ha! ha! well ſaid, Siri Roger, ha! ha! 
Lure, Well, ſince you will have me follow you 
to Ruin, lead on — Tom, go to Bed, you drowly 
| Raſcal, Sir Roger, I follow you. ai 
' Tom. Dear Sir, conſider, if you don't value 
your Soul, have tome Pity on that thin poor Cor- 
ting „ „ an IE 
Sir Rog. Ay, poor Corporation indeed! gad 
his is a right Charitable Corporation; for it it's 
4 almoſt come to nothing 
1 Lure. That's becauſe: ſuch wicked Rogues have 
the Management of it. 1 9 
Sir Rog. Come along, my Lads — immortal 
Pleaſure ſhall our Senſes drown; Thought ſhall 
be loſt, and every Power difloly'd, —as the 
Poet lays. [ Exit. 


ef N WEN „ " 
my 4 1 # i | a N * 4 I 
Sis i Er IV Tom alone. 
: 5 aw © > h „ß EI SET EE ES LL LHR 


. Sure I am the moſt unfortunate Wretch breath- 
ing! all Night I have broke my Reft for my Ma- 
ſter's Pleaſure, and now I muſt do it for my 
own. At ſeven J appointed to meet Mrs. Betty; 
tis now near the Time, ſo-Drowſinels, apart. 
For Love's by Lethargy but poorly back d, 
And Maids neer eil. if ſleepily attack d. 
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1 8 0 E NE v. 4 . 
Obarges to Sir Roger 7 PIE 
I Weid and Clara. 


; 


Luc. My Uncle has been out all Night, it 
ſeems; I ſuppoſe he's along with that Rake Lure- 
fove=—Lard! I hate that filthy Fellow. 1 

Clara. There's no great Heed to be given to 
what you ſay in that reſpect, for your Actions 
generally contradict your Words. 


will never be careſs d that always confines herſelf 


that no Woman of Senſe will endure che Scandal 
of it £— I would have my Life glide on un- 
ruffled with a continual Current of Pleaſure. ——+ 
And; in order to make it ſo, I think nothing can 
eontribute more than a Crowd of Lovers —— for 
tis certain there is Pleaſure even in the Numer. 


Clara, Ay, Siſter; but if there's Pleaſure i in he 
Temptation, there maſt; certainly be more in the 
Sin itfelf, and then it will be hard for meer Wo- 


man to withſtand em. 
Tuc. Nay, you grow cenſorious now, Siſter ſo 


we'll wave this Difcourſe But I have News 
ar tell you, Siſter, I have made two Conqueſts 
that you will be much furprized at. | 
Clara. That's no News, Siſter, for you" make 
Conqueſts every Day. 


two oppoſite Points of. the Compaſs widely diffe- 
rent from each other, yet both centring in, me. 
Vou know em both, my Dear, Mr, Smart and 
Col. Gaxette. 


Clara. 


Luc. Dear Siſter, you're ſo preciſe | a a Woman | 


to ſpeak Truth ; beſides, it is ſo very unpolite, 


tion. 8 


Lac. But theſe are ſo diverting, they are uke 


* 
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N Clara. Ay, the one is a ſurly pedantick old Cri- 
4 tick, and the other a vain impudent young Cox- 
# comb, that will, tell more Lies in an Hour than 
one would think it pollible 2 invent” in 2 
. 
Luc. Right, my Pear; don't you think theſe 
two will aftord We a tolerable Share of Diver ſiom 
I fancy, with theſe and another Lover or two, I 
ſhall make a ſhift to pals ' my Summer pretty 
Well. 
Clara. But what wa you! do with Snarl? for 
old Men make but very diſagreeable Lovers. 
Luc. 1 have a rare Match for him, could 1 
bring it about; what think You of Miſs Hil- 
ding® „ 
N Clara. She is bt an Thfünt. areal 
Luc. So much the better, Diveri ty Is. * Pied 
ſure of Life ; ſhe's 0 15 hes old; ſo what one 
Tally wants 'the other makes up; ſhe is a giddy 
Country Girl come up to Town to learn Manners, 
and he is always. teaching. what he don't kno 
himſelf: ſo theſe two CUNT e = 
duce a fine Contraſte. 5 4 


8 CE, N. Fer: Nt = 4 
Lucinda, Clara, and "EY 10 


2 


* 2 
1 4 


Lis: So Betty Is Sir Aare come in yet, f 4 

| Betty, No, Madam; but wor Colonel ig 
wait on you. e e 20 . . 

Luc. O Dear! deſire Aras 100 walk r 
vited him to take a Turn with us in the Park. de- 

fore Tea. ä * VE 4 TRE : 
Alara. He may procure us an Appetite, per 
\ 4 for F ools are ene TEES. % 7M | 
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oh. SCENE VL. 2, 


. Gaz. Ladies, I adore your Footſteps ——ha ! to 
find two young Ladies up fo early muſt necds © 
portend ſome nightly Change. : 
Clara. Not at all, Sir; we are learning to be 
r 5 
Luc. There is a Revolution of the World, and 
the Women follow the Example of Houſewifry 
ſet em by their Great Grandmothers in Queen 
Elizabeth's Days. bo 5 3 
Clara. But the Men take a contrary Turn, and 
learn Action and Motion from the Apes of the 
Indies. 5 J 5 
_ Gaz. Dreſs from the Dutch. 
Tuc. Speech from the Parrots. 
- Gaz. And Politeneſs and good Manners — 
Clara. From the Cham of Tartary. In 
Mort, our Beaus are Fools, and all our Fools are 
Beaus. The falſe Pretenders to Wit over-run the 
Nation, and baniſh all true Senſe and Politenefs 
out of it. | 5 
Tuc. Cheats were never more plentiful than 
now ; we have Men with ſmooth canting Looks 
that cheat us of our Conſcience; we have A- 
theiſts and Free-Thinkers that cheat us of our 
Religion; we have Villains that cheat us of our 
Honour, and we have a Charitable Corporation to 
cheat us of our Eſtates. an 
Gaz. The laſt Cheat may eaſily be aboliſh'd, 
Clara. How, pray? 
Sax. By ſubſtituting a greater in its Room. 
Clara. Well but, Siſter, ſhall we take a 


Walk in the Mall, and rail there > I fancy it will 


be very healthful to vent our Scandal, and take 
n | 4 "STh 


* * „ 2 
* 
* 
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in the freſh Air ———eſpecially, if the Colonel 
will give us the Honour of his Company. 

Gaz. Madam, you honour me, by asking tt. 

Tuc. Then, ſans Ceremonie, allons. . 


SCENE VIII. Betty alone. | 
What a whimſical Woman this Miſtreſs of =. | 
mine is! but that renders her ſtill more admired; 7 Il 
either the Men are bewitch'd, or elſe they are 
very great Fools: ſhe uſes her Lovers worſe than 
Dogs, and yet they, like true Spaniels, the more 
they are abuſed, do but fawn the more 1 
fancy there muſt be more Pleaſure in it than I 
imagine; however, Pll try: 1 had only poor 
Tom, but now I have drawn Whetffoxe to my 
Chains. [ Tom ffeals in, ſhe fees him.] Oh, are 
you upon your Catch, Sir? PII fit you, I warrant 
you. Let me fee, I am in Love; what a foohſh 
'Toad I look like? but how much worſe does Tom 


lee 1 | 
Tom. Not much, with all due Deference to your 
Ladyſhip's Judgment. [ aſide. 


Betty. Now no Body's by, I'll freely ſpeak my 
Thoughts of him. : "> 
Caſide. 


Tom. So, now for't. 5 

Betty. Tis true he's well enough in Perſon, but 
in Manners he's the moſt diſagreeable, ill-bred, 
unmannerly, ſaucy, impudent | "- 
Jom. e Nay, nay, hold, Madam, you'll 
run yourſelf out of Breath preſently I am 
glad 1 know your Mind though, and that we 
agree ſo well; for, to be plain with you, I think -. 

you as ugly and diſagreeable, as you can me for 
your Life. | 3 5 | 

Betty. Why, ſaucy Fellow! you learn of your 
Maſter, ſure. : OY 
| Tom. Tis but juſt I ſhould, ſince you learn of 
your Miſtreſs, Miſs Gilfirt. 8 

| 5 5 Bett) 
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Betty. A little more Manners would become 


you better, Sir. ; 

Tom. Not at all, at this preſent, Madam, be- 
cauſe they would be wrongly apply'd. 

Betty. You give yourſelf ſtrange Airs, me- 
thinks, as if 1 were obliged to bear it; but I'd 
have you know I an't marry'd yet. | 

Tom. Nor ever will be, and that's worſe. 

Betty. Why, thou Chitty-fac'd Boy, do'ſt thou 
think there's none in the World beſides thyſelf: 
but, to ſhew you the Difference, il be marry*d 
to Jim the Barber To-morrow-Morning. 

Tom. I'll not believe it, for 1 underfiand Phy- 
fiognomy ; and I fee it written in your Face, 
that if you don't marry me, you'll die an old Maid: 
and fo, dear Mrs. Betty nay, pr'ythee don't 
frown {o; why, "thoſe Wrinkles make thee look 
like an old Maid of fixty already. | 

Betty. Your Impudence, Sir, will make me love 
you ten times better. | >: - Þ aſide. 

Tom. Well, dear Mrs. Betty, you have trifled 
away all the Time I had to ſpare. and now I muſt 
be gone. Votre Serviteur, Madame. | 

Betty. And will you go, Mr. Thomas? 

„ [ balf-crying. 

Tom. Oh! ſhe begins to come to, at laſt. [ aſide. 
Why, Faith, I would ſtay; but I promiſed to 
breakfaft with Mrs. Sukey, Lady Ombre's Maid. | 

Betty. Ah! Thomas, Thomas, thou art an un- 
grateful, perzur'd Fellow. ; = |£ 

Ton. Ah! Betty, Betty, thou art a. dear Creature; 

Dearer to me than Vales, or Wages paid; 
Dearer than to the Butcher, our Cook-Maid; 
Dearer than unto Ladies Lap-Dogs are; 

Or than the Tabby-Cat more lovely fair: 
O! Betty, Betty, glad me with thy Charms, 
And take me freth and lively to thy Arms. 

| [ embraces her. 


Betty. 


O Happineſs unſpeakable ! 


) 


pant and ſweat, and wy 


from, I muſt confefs 
as a Friend, think no more of Love, thou art 
not poliſh'd enough to zo a courting. 

.. Whet. May be fo; but we Fools, mun, have 


| | 2 : | ; # q - 
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Betty. You plaguy Devil - mph ——— 
Let me go — umh! the Devil —— — umh! 


Jom. One Kifs more, my Angel, and then —— 
Betty. You ſhan't——jou fad Rogue, let me go. 


'SCENK. 


While they are firuzgling, Miſs Hiding 
ſhews in Whetſtone. = 


Miſs H. There, there; fee, ſee; they are at it. 
Whet. Ah! Woe's me, Betty, Betty oy. 
{| Tom and be fland flaring at each other 
for ſome time, Betty in Confuſion — 
Miſs H. | burſts out a laughing. } Ha, ha, ha. 
How the Fools ſtare? this is rare Fun, YFaith.. 
I het. Is this your boaſted Love to your Friend 
Thomas? Didn't you tell me, laſt Week, as I 
help'd you to cork the Bottles of Torkfbzre-Ale, 
that you would not think of her any more. 
Tom. Ay, but my dear Friend, all Excuſes 1n 
Love are lawful. - | 8 2 
Betty. Which Side muſt I take? aſſde. 
M het. Well! Woe's me, I may curſe the Da 
IT ever faw London but much more that fatal 
Day in which I ſaw thee dry-rub thy Miſtreſs's 
Room; thy Breafts heav'd and ſwell'd, I ſaw'thee 
h you fetch'd 
wounded me to the Heart, I could no longer bear 
it, O Betty. mark the Power of Love 1 ſay, 


-I could no longer bear it, but took the Bruſh; and 
ſcrubb'd the Room myſelf. ; 


Tom. A very pretty ra to date an Amour 
but let me adviſe thee 


3 , 


Sweethearts as well as wiſer Folk but 7 bo- 


mas, thoſe Airs thou learn'ſt of thy Maſter will 


CY never 


as 


1 
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never do thee any Good. | 
Miſs H. This is pure Fun — Betty, now huff 
'em both. | | 
1 Hetty. Pray Miſs Pert, hold your Tongue, and 
1 be gone; I ſuppoſe you have been the Author of 
1 all this Miſchief Get in. 

Mijs H. I won't be ſnubb'd fo, I won't 
and Fll ask my Couſin Lucinda what Buſineſs Tho- 
mas has here, ſo I will. 

Tom. Oons! are you mad Miſs, ſtay, my 

Dear, don't mind her, ſhe's diſtracted. 
/ Mijs H. Indeed I think fo too; but do, Mr. 
Themas, vex IW hetftore a little, and V1 be eaſy. 

Tom. Withdraw then, and liſten, and I will. 

Mis H. Oh! this will be charming; I love 
Miſchief at my Heart. [ he withdraws. - 

Tom. Well, my dear Friend, to end all Diſputes, 
let each ſhew what Merit he has, and he that has 
the moſt I would adviſe Mrs. Betty to take. 

Betty. With all my Heart—— begin what 
will you do for'me > | to Whetſtone. 

bet. Why, lookee, Betty, fince you ha' put'n 
it on that Footing, I'll tell you my whole Scheme; 
I have fav'd Fifty Pounds, and with that I had 
Thoughts of taking a little Shop, mayhap, in | 
the Chandlery Way, and you might ha' took in 
Plain Work, and we might ha* lived ſo comfor- 

_ Table, methinks. 9 

Betty. A comfortable Way of living, indeed, 
to fit behind a Compter, and fell Penny worths of 
Pins and Tape, or to be vex'd with ſome tattling 
Goſſip, and hear the News of a whole Pariſh, — 
Now, Mr. Thomas, your Propoſal. -  *' 

Tom, Why, Madam, I can't ſay mine is much 

preferrable ——— you ſhall hve as well as you 

can, and I as well as Cards and Dice will let me; 

you {ſhall the firſt Year be ſuffer'd to wear 

out your Miſtreſs's laſt Silk Gown unmoleſted, 

and when that grows ſnabby . I may, per- 
. 1 k 7 8 | haps 


- 
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haps, go to the Price of a ſecond-hand Calliman- 
coe one——— but no Gold Rings I have 
an utter Averſion to them. | | 

Betty. Why, all I can gather ſrom both your 
Offers, is that you are both Coxcombs, he for want 
of Senſe, and you to Tom. ] for want of Man- 
ners; and fo I leave you together fit Companions 
for each other. „ 


SCENE x. Tom and Whetſtone 


Tom. Pooh! don't be diſheartned, Man, you ſee 
ſhe deſpis'd us both; for my Part, I care not. 

pet. Ay, thou art a happy Fellow, would I 
could do fo; but we'll go into the Cellar,. and 
refreſh ourſelves with a Toaſt and Canary, that's 
always my Remedy. for Love; for Women are 

ſtrange Creatures. 74 25 
Tom. With all my Heart, for certainly, Wine is 
the only Balſam for Love; there we'll give a 
Looſe to Pleaſure, and drown the Thoughts of 
our ſcornful Miſtreſs :* 85 


For Wine, like Women, can a-while diſpenſe 
| Pleaſure and Mirth to every wiſhing Senſe, 
The? ſoon th? Exceſs of either cloys Delight, 
Till Thirſt again renews our Appetite, 


The End of the Firſt Ad, 7 


KOT 


4, 
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r SCENEL - 
| Lurelove's Lodgings. 
Lurelove at a Table. Tom waiting. 


N HEN the Head's diſorder'd the whole 
: Man ſuffers , all Night have I been 
wearing out my Spirits in purſuit of airy Frolicks, 
and now Repentance muſt be my Port ion 
if I had not left em as I had, I know not how I 

ſhould have eſcaped. O calm Philoſophy ! how 
mild are all thy Precepts, and how delightful thy 
Converſe; no Noiſe to wreck the Brain, no Fears 
to ſting the Heart ; but, mounted on thy Wings, 


we ſpring aloft, and ſpurn at Vice and Fools be- 


low. Tom, reach me a Book; happy the Man 
who can at Leiſure count o'er the Thoughts of the 
heroick Dead, whoſe Souls in Volumes ftill ſur- 
vive; but happier he who can (by their Example 
taught) learn to reform his Vices, and give a 
Curb to Paſſion, who can ſurvey the Caufe why 
they miſcarry'd, and by Experience know to ſhun 
the dreadful Rock on which they ſplit. [ Tom 
gives a Book.) Ha! apropos, as if the Lines were 
writ on purpoſe for my preſent Circumſtances. 
ſreads. |] O Lucinda, how ſoon Love makes us 
Fools. ſ ſits down to write. 

Tom, So now my Maſter's turning Poet, I ſup- 
poſe; he has already fought two Duels for her, 
and proved himſelf a Bully. Fighting and 
Rhyming are two .as pretty Things as ever en- 
tera into the Head of a mad Man. PAIR 

f . ure. 
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Lure. Tom, go to Lucinda with this Letter; my 
Reſpects, and tell her Fil but dreſs, and wait on her 
immediately © . 

Tom. Pray Sir, where may find her? 

Lure. Why, at home, to be ſure, Booby. 

Tom. The Reaſon of my asking was, becauſe her 
Body, like her Mind, is always roving,— IT have 
known her coming down Stairs, Sir, on one Step 
promiſe to be at rhe Mall, and the very next Step 
(torgetting what ſhe had promiſed) cry, Well, 
Fun Matter will find me at Lady Noble's Aſſem- 

* Why, thou art like an evil Conſcience to me 
rell ſt me what J durſtn'c preſume to think on 
myſelf. | 

Tom. Well, Sir, III do what I can. 


SCENE II. [Lurelove alone. 


My Reaſon condemns me as a Madman, for ad- 
drefling ſuch a Woman as this upon Honourable 
Terms, I ſhould have gain'd her at once, or left her; 
but, Pox take it, I am in Love, and that's a Plant will 
never thrive in any Head. He that makes his Ad- 
dreſſes to any Woman runs a great Riſque ; but a 
_ Coquette is a———— Charitable Corporation, where 
a Man may venture his Money, ſeldom gains the 


4 


Intereſt, and generally loſes the Principal. 
SC EN 1 
Lurelove, Tom Snarl and Gazette. 


Tom. Col. Gazette, and a Gentleman, are come to 


Wait on you. 


Lure. Shew em in, and Why don't you carry 
the Letter? 1 0 | 
Tom. I was going, Sir, and met them at the 


Door. - ' 
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Lare. Then let it alone now, I'll go to Breakfaſt 


there. | Exit Tom, and jhews in x" Pg and Snarl. 
A Brace ot hopetul Montters, — if 1 eſcape chis 


Plague, I dety all others. 


Col. Gaz. Dear Lurelove, 5 I A 


fraid we intrude ; for I know, by Experience, that 
nothing is more diſagreeable to a Man, than Compa- 
ny when he's ſtudying. 

Sarl. By Experience ! | Do you ever ſtudy, then ? 

Gaz. Pſha! not ſo ſmart, but Fack, I heard 
the oddeſt News lait Night. 

Lure. Pray let's have it, but be as conciſe as you 
Can. 

Gaz. O to be ſure, I hate Prolixity——Prolixity i is 
the moſt diſagreeable Thing on Earth, it tires the 


Hearer, farigues the Speaker, ſets every Thing j lar. 
Oh * 


ring, and runs a Man out of Breath 
oh! 


Saarl. But you forger you are uſing it, even while 


you condemn it. 


4 


Lure. Ay! come to the Buſineſs, what News was't 


you heard ? 

Gaz. A pleaſant be enongh, I can't [peak a 
Word, but he muſt condemn it; becauſe it is 
not ſtrictly according to Rules of Art I 
have forgot 1 Faith; he has put it out ot my 
Head. 

Lure. He only keeps up to his Character, Sir; for 
Criticks commonly love to murder Wit. 

Sarl. Can you call his Ribaldry Wit? you may as 


for they talk by Rote, and ſo does he. 

Gaz. I have been too much enclined to Badiner 
this Morning, and Mr. Snarl can't bear it. 

Snar. Who can to hear thy Nonſenſe and Im- 


- pertinence, occalion'd. by the Fumes of laſt Night's 
Wine. 


well 8 all the Hawkers in the Streets Wits; 


Gaz. Well, dear Lurelove, Lucinda ſent me to de- . 


fire your Company to Breakfaſt. 
a Snar. 


5 ** 
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Suarl. By the ſame Token, ſhe ſent her Footman 3 
but he would take the Office from him. "6 | 
Gaz, Well, pr'ythee don't be ſo churliſh, tis re- 

rred ; that there are going to be feveral Alterations 
in Offices, and I will recemmend thee, Snarl, if 
thou'it be good- humour C. | 

Snarl. What! would you bribe me to hold my 
Tongue? | 
Lure, Pray, what Offices are thoſe? 
Gaz, Nay, I have blab'd a Secret; but here are 
none but Friends — ſo I'll tell you. I was at 
my Lord but no matter for Names ——— 
to'ther Day, ſo, while I was waiting in the Hall 
in come his Grace of--but no Matter, as I ſaid be- 
fare. | | . 
Snarl. Well, what does all this Preamble tend 
to? 285 2 | 
Gaz. Oon's! are you mad, Sir, to interrupt--one2 _ 
I fergot where I left off. Oh! ſo his Grace, after he 
had talked with my Lord ſome time, came out; 
and I heard him ſay there muſt be an Alteration 
made; but, it you ſhould chance to ſpeak of this 
| now, I might be branded for a Betrayer of Se- 


Crets. . 
Snarl. A mighty Secret, truly; did you learn it from 

my Lord's Porter, or his Lacquey ? e 

Lure. Nay, that's puſh'd too far. 

Gaz. Ay, ſo it was; but I don't heed him, Well, 
Lurelcve, will you go with us? 

Lure. Vil dieſs and follow ye, 5 | 
Fax. Come then, my dear good-natur'd Compa- 
nion. > - {Excuntſeverally, 


SCENE IV, [knocking at the Door, 
I Tomcroſes the Stage. 


Tim. Hey Day! theſe are Duns, ſure, they are ſo 
bold. ' | opens the Door. 


D . SCENE 


18 The Coover's Surrender; Or, 


SCENE V. 
Tom, Sr Roger aud Ranger. 


Sir Reg. Jack, we have bounced em, i'Faith--ha ! 
where's your Maſter, you Villain z—inorivg, ſuppoſe, 
like the fitſt String of a Baſs Viol. 

Tom. Why reaily, Sir, he's very much out of Tune 
this Morning. | | 

- Rang. Where is he? Shew us to him, a ſneaking 
Cur, to run away and leave us, when we had obtain- 
ed the Victory too; had he done it before, I mould 
have taken it as a Mark of Cowardice: Where is he? 

Tem. He is gone to your Houſe, Sir Roger, to 
breakfaſt with the Ladies, 

Sir Rag. Are you ſure that isn't a Lie? | 

Tem. He is not gone, but he is dieſſing to go. 

Sir Rog. Why,lookee there now, this it is to have 
firong Muſcles; no Man can lock me in the Face, 
and tell a Lic,—Go tell him we are here, Sirrah. 


FF 
Sir Roger and Ranger. 
Hiccup Odſo, this Sack and Claret don'c a- 
gree with my Stomach. 
Ran. What do you lay, Sir Rager? ; 
Sir Rog. Say! why, I ſay, the Sack and Claret in 


my Guts are like two Frontier-Towns in Germany, 
always quarrelling for Dominion. 


Enter Lurelove areſsd. 


_ Lure, Sir Roger, pray excuſe this ſecond Fault. 
Sir Rog, Why, you Rogue, you ought to be ſerved 
like a Playhouſc-Bill, i. e. poſted for leaving us; but, 
however, thou art a good-natured young Fellow, 
5 Jack, 


| Jack, ſo I excuſe you; but your Man tells me you 
are going to my Houſe to breakfaſt with my Niece, 
Lure. Les, Sir. 
Sir Rog. Harkee, Jack, if you baMe any longer, 1 
ſhall quarrei with vou In ſhort, if betore ten O- 
Clock this Night you don't get her Conſent to mar- 


ry you, never ſee my Face again. 


Lure. If you'll go with me, Sir, and propoſe it, 


I don't know but 1 r Marriage is a gal- 


ling Yoke. 

Sir Reg. No, Sir, I'll go to the Colfee-houfe, talk 
Politicks, and rail at the. Actions of the Miniſtry : 
it is che Faſhion : I'll levy and disband, raife Mo- 
ney, and expend it, or a Diſh of Cottee, I find my- 
ſelt in a "right Cue for it. 

Ran. Becauſe you are half drunk, I ſuppeſe. 

Sir Rog. No, Sir, I am not drunk; I am only, like 


moſt Coftee-houſe Politicians," a little addle-headed. 


—Tho' I'd have you know I love to encourage 


* TY | 
The Humorous PUNSTER. 19 


* 


Drunkeneſs, becauſe I am a loyal Subject, and ; 


would encreaſe the King's Taxes': beſides, it is a 
Branch ot Learning; for a Drunkard muſt be a good 


Arichmetician, becauſe he's often forced to caſt up his | 
Accounts: ſo come along, we'll go ſome part of the 
Way with you, { Exeunt. | 


SCENE VII. Sir Roger's Houſe. 


Lucinda, Clara, Miſs Hilding, Gazette, 


and Snarl at a Tea-1able. 


Luc, Methinks, Colonel, you don't carry your uſual 
Gaiety this Moraing has any thing chagrin'd 
you? 

Gaz.. I was, laſt Night, t to ſup with a Woman of 


Quality, who is acquainted with your Ladyſhip; and 


ſhe affirmed it for Truth, that you were on the Point 
of Marriage with a certain young Rake that ſhall be 
nameleſs. ; 

„ Clar. 


—__« 


—— —i＋' a 
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ar. Pſha | never heed Reports, Sir. 

Szarl. Then he mult never tell any more News. 

Miſs H. News | O dear, Sir, let us hear the 
News; Ou [I love News at my Heart. 

Gaz. Lard! Madam, it grieves me, that High- 
crown'd- Hats ſhould go out of Faſhion ; merhinks, 
the Ladies look d fo innocent, and ſo pretty in em. 

Sarl. Therefore, they went out of Faſhion; for 
their Looks were too innocent fot their Actions. 

Gaz, Nay, I can't ſay but they were in the right 
of it; for, to accoſt a modern Belle with thoſe inno- 
cent Looks, and when you come to converſe with 
her, to find her a Michiavel in Sciences, muſt cer- 
tainly be a great Diſappointment to a Man. 

Luc. O fye, Colonel ! I thought our Sex had al- 
ways been {ure of you for an Advocate. 

Saarl. They mult have but a mean Opinion of 
themſclves, wao could pitch on him tor an Ad vo- 
cate. 

Gaz. Nay, now, dear Critick, you're rude to 
call the Ladies Judgment in Queſtion, which has 
ever been citcemed better than ours. | 

Snarl. Yes, by Fellews that can live on the Twirl 
of a Fan, that can ſuck Honey from a Sigh, and 
make an excellent Meal on a Kiſs of the Hand. 

Clar. Colonel, I hope, you'll vindicate our Cauſc ? 

Gaz. Indubitably, Madam ——and here comes 
one will ſecond me, I am ſure. 


SCENE VIII. To them 1 


Lure. Ladies, your moſt obedient ; no Ceremo- 
ny, Gentlemen, I beg. 
Gaz. Dear Jack, we are engaged in a Diſpute ; 


which has the beſt Title to Wit, the fair Sex, or 


our on? I declare the Champion of the Fair. 
Lure. And I muſt certainly agree with you ; for 
Wit is as inſeparable from Beauty as from Wealth, 
and ſhe Fuſe has the latter will command the for- 
6 JF mer 
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mer: beſides, if we rob 'em of their Title ro Wit, 
we may as well take away their B:auty. 

Gae,, Well, but Jack, thoſe that are ugly will 
diſpute fir Wit: there's my Lady Grimface, and my 
Lady ab and Paint, who never appear in one 
Face two Days; yet theſe will be reckened 
Wits. 

Stn. Then they are, like thee, fond of their own. 
Imperfections, and haut Wit enough to ſce that eve- 
ry Body deſpiſes em. FR, 

Lure. Indeed, Gentlemen, I farcy we might find 
ſome better Theme, than to affront Ladies. thus to 
their Faces. | | 
Clar. That's applying all that has been ſaid to 
us; you have mended the Matter much, Sir. : 

Gaz. No, Ladies, you wrong him ; he means that 
Saarl's Ce ſure mult needs be offenſive to you. 


Luc. Do you know the Meaning better than him 


ſelf, Colonel ? 

Luye, The Gentleman has room enough ro find out 
my Meaning; for, I am ſure, he is not troubled with 
any Himſelt. | | | | 

Luc. Nay, that's ungenerous in you, Mr. Lurelove, 
to affront the Gentleman, when he has undertaken 
to vindicate you at the Expence of his Wit. 

Lure. Mr. Snarl was the Occalion, Madam, and 
he ought ro make Reparation. | b 
Luc. (to Clara) The Fellow's ſo impertinent, I 
muſt plague him a little. Indeed, Mr. Lure love, if 
you don't ask his Pardon, I ſhall be very angry 
for, I aſſure you, the Colonel is a Favourite of 

mine. | 

_ Then, to oblige you, Madam, Ill do it, 

Gaz. O dear Jack, no Apology. 

Luc. Ha, ha, ha, poor Lurelove; well, I always 
thought you had more Senfe, — ha, ha, let us 
laugh at him, Colonel. | ; | 

Gaz, Ha ! ha ! ha! 


Saarl. 
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Szarl, Right Woman, and right e 

Luc. Nay, prythee, Lurelove, don't be ſo ſeri- 
C6. 7. 
Gaz. Faith, it makes thee look like Cardinal 
Woolſey in the Print, when he's diſcarded. 

Lure. Sdeath, Sir, what do you mean? You may 
repent this Uſage: 

Luc. Well, another Time, good Sir : but, Colo- 
nel, I am going in the City to chuſe ſome Cam- 
bricks, will you give me your Judgment ? 


Gaz. Madam, command your Slave, pr'ythee be 
merry, Jack, Ha! ha! ha ! | 


SCENE IX. 


Sal Right Woman, egad ; you deify em too 
much, Mr. Lurelove, to make em love you. 

Clar. You know her Temper, Sir; and I wonder 
it can give you any Uneaſineſs, when you know it 
is only done to vex you however, that you may 
make it up, Fil let you know when ſhe comes home 
-Your Servant, you'll excuſe me, Gentlemen ; 
for all the Care of the Family lyes on me. 


SCENE 


Snarl. Pſha | never heed her - ſhe's light- 
headed; Miſs Clara's worth ten of her. 

Lure, But now I find, to my Sorrow, Sir, that I 
can't help it. Are you engaged, Six ? 

Snarl. Yes, Sir, to dine at Lebeck's. 

Lure. Then Vl go find Sir Roger, and take a Whet 
before Dinner there o'er a friendly Bottle; I'll ſtrive 
ro drown my Love with generous Wine, and ſcorn . 
the inconſtant Sex. 

For, Women ſtill, like Meteors, ſhun. our View, 

Fly When we RW] when \ we fly purſue. 


SCENE 
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SCENET. l 


Luc. Well, at laſt, I bave got rid of *the ugly 


Monſter; I hate him, only it plagued Lurelove : 
* tho? I think to continue him in wy Livery. 


Clar. Poor Lurelove tuned fo, it grieved me to the 
Heart to ſee him. Indeed, Siſter, you ſhould not 
uſe him ſo; beſides, I admire how vou can manage 
ſo many Lovers at once? | 

Luc. O Child, we muſt have two or three Amours 


to make us falk d of; tor Woman will be but little 


. 


the better for her Beauty, who can't make half a 


| hundred Fellows believe ſhe loves em, and, ar laſt, 


diſappoint 'em all; a Woman ſhould be, like a 
Flint, my Dear, always full of Fire, but never con- 
ſumed. { "8 

Clar. Well, for my Part, I ſee no Pleaſure in be- 


ing engaged in ſo many Amours at once. 


Luc. No Pleaſure, O Child! how inſipidly you 


talk! what, is there no Pleaſure in ſeeing a Fop 


- dreſs, pertume, and writhe his Body into a thou- 


ſand different Forms to pleaſe you? to ſee a Side- 
Box Beau die away at a Glance? a Poet in Raptures 
at one ſoft Look? to be careſs'd by my Lord ? 


| roaſted by his Grace ? to be the Envy of our own 


ters of th: Compals ſalute you with the ſweet Scent 


malicious Sex, and the only Object ecurted by the 
Men? to have ſo many fine Things ſaid to one? 
then there's the ſecret Pleaſure of the Looking-glaſs, ' 
where we may count over our Conqueſts, and our 
Beauties, and pin up our Hair in Billetdeux and 
Songs. 

Clar. Thou vain Thing! 

Luc. Then the publick Pleaſure of the Mall, the 
Ring, the Ball, the Afembly, the Flay; Oh inſup- 
portable! what, can you ſee no Pleaſure in being 
follow d down the Mall by a whole Crowd of harm- 
teis Beaus and Butteifiy-Fops, that from all Quar- 


of 
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of choice Perfumes; to ſeg them all preſs forward, 
and think him happy thar gets à Smile? then, if you 
drop your Glove, to ſee the Monkies ſcramble, are 
theſe no Pleaſures ? Then the Pleaſure a Woman has, 
that can command her Eyes; there lies our Maſter- 
Piece of Art, to ſeem molt innocent when we have 
moſt Miſchief in our Minds: then Novelty, dear no- 
velty. Oh! the Charms it has to have the Mind 
ſtill entertain'd with the agreeable Variety of 
Change; and, inſtead of moiling and drudging in 
one dull beaten Road of Conitancy, to have ſtiil 
freſh Objects of Pleaſure, adminiſtring their Aid to 
gratif) our Senſes. In my Conſcience, it's enough 
for a Citizen to be dull and conſtant; but, a Wo- 
man ot Spirit ard Fortune ſhould never contin ue in 
one Mind ten Minutes. 

Clar. Iodeed, Siſter, you live up to your own 
Doctrine, tor you ſeldom continue in one Mind two 

Minutes. 

Luc. Well, Siſter, Truce with your : Reproaches ; ; 
and now let me tel! you how I am charm'd, I ſaw 
the moſt beautiful Fellow te-day that Eyes ever te- 
held, As ſoon as I ſaw him, tie pleaſing Idea 
enier'a at my Eyes, and through them pier d my 
Heart; I could no. more look on che Colonel, bur 
immediately fix'd em on him; O! that Icould but 
find who he was. | 

Clar. Then he alone's beloved now, and the reſt 
' deſpiſed; but, do you intend abſolutely to diſcard 

Lurelove? 

Luc. No, only let les hang in Suſpence a little; 
we ſhouldr'c encourage one too much, ielt he ſhould 
grow malupert. 

As Bees thro' all the low ry Meadows range, 
And, to delight their Taſte, cach Moment change ; 
So ſhould our Sex their Lovers pick and cul}, 

The Wit, the Cit, the Rake, the Beau, the Fool: 

For, Lore, like Faſhions, oft its Mode ſhould vary, 

And ie; who has many Lovers, can't miſcarry. 
The End of the Second A CT, 


ACT BE 
A Room in a Tavern. © 
Sir Roger, Lurelove, and Ranger. 


Lure. FAO ME, Sir, to the Health of our Sove- 
reign, the Good of our Country, and 
the confuſion of our Enemies, e 

Sir Rog. With all my Heart, I wiſh we had 
ſome of the Abuſers of Old Age, here, that 1s 
Muſicians who are always beating poor Time: but 
come, let's have a Song. 

Ranger. And 'egad, we have ſtood up for it 
tightly, we- attack'd a whole Coffee-houſe; Sir 
Roger with his Puns, and I, with now and then 
a lignificant Sneer, ſoon drove them out of their 
Outworks of Politicks: the Fops having augmen- 
ted their Forces with Snuff, the grave Citizens 
-with a Hum and a Haw, and the deeper Politi- 
cians with Coffee, ſoon rallied upon us, till a 
laſt Sir Roger began to pun fſo miſerably, that 
we were forced to quit the Place. 

Sir Rog. Od fo! my Head's turn'd a Wit; for 
1 think it makes it a Buſineſs to forget: this 
Letter muſt go into the City with all Speed, here 


on, Horſe, —— the Fellows don't underſtand 
Wit, I ſee here, Drawer! 


Enter Servant, 
Draw. Gentlemen, did you call? 


Sir Rog. Give that Letter to a Porter, and bid 


him carry it as it is directed {fo I ſhall 
| 138 E make 
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make him a great Man, by making him a Letter- 
Carrier; for all your Heroes of old were Poft Boys, 
becauſe they carry'd Mails : — but, my Lads, 
what ſay you to a Bumper of Brandy? For 1 am 
very qualmiſh. 5 = 
Ran. With all my Heart, Sir Roger. 
Sir Ro. Harkye, where's your Breeches? that 
is, your Matter; for Breeches have often Draw- 
ers under them: but, if he isn't in the Way, bid 
your Miſtreſs ſend up her Siſter, that's the Bran- 
dy-Bottle, you ſtupid Cur, - 
Lure. A fine Compliment to the Ladies, I muſt 
confeſs, to compare *em to Brandy-Bottles, 
Sir Ro. Why, all Women are Bottles, becauſe 
they are bollow and brittle ; ſome are Brandy- 
Bottles, becauſe they have more Spirit within 
them than they can contain: Nay further, a vir- 
tuous Woman is a Hungary-Water- Bottle, com- 
ortable to the Senſes; a Whore is a Gene va-Bottle 
filPd with a Compound of Strong Waters; a bad 
Wife is a Stone-Bottle, ſeldom wears out, but is 
damn'd troubleſome to bear; a pious Presbyterian 
old Dame is a *Pothecary's Phyal, fill'd with 
Slops; a handſome young Damſel is a Smelling- 
Bottle that revives the Senſes; and an old Maid 
is a Vinegar-Bottle hard cork'd, and can't be 
drawn without a Screw. "I. 
Lure. You are a good Orator, Sir George; this 
15 ſomething hike the Chimes of the Times. 


SCENE IL 
To them a ſtammering Conſtable. 


* 


Con. Sir, I heard your Honour was in the Houſe, 
and I have a Gentleman has quarrel'd, in the 
Houſe, Sir; and I was advis'd to bring him be- 
fore your Worſhip, 

Lure, 
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Jure. What's his Name? 

Con. Snarl. | 

Lure. Odſo, I know him very well; he's a 

Critick, III lay fifty Guineas this Cuarrel aroſe 
from ſome Piece of Wit. 7s | 

Sir Ro. A Critick! O pray ring him in, Pll 

teaze him, I warrant you. | 

Ran. Pleaſe to permit us to withdraw, Sir Ro- 
ger, becauſe he knows us. 5 


SCENE III. 
f Sir Roger, Conſtab'e, and Snarl bloody. 


Sir Ro. I am ſorry to ſee a Gentleman of your 
Age and Gravity in ſuch a Condition; pray what 
was the Reaſon that you affronted any Gentle- 
man, that it 1nduced him to uſe you thus? Or, 
what could provaſke you to aſſault him? 

Snarl. Why really, Sir, I was doubly provok'd; 
in the firſt Place, the pert powder'd Coxcomb told 
me, the Blazing Comet was an excellent Play ; 
and that he thought the Author deſerved Encou- 
ragement above any of our modern Poets. I was 
ſo enraged to hear ſuch bombaſtical Nonſenſe and 
incohcrent Stuff call'd a Play, and the Author 
ſtiled ER the ſacred Name of Poets, that I 
flung a Glaſs of Wine in his Face; upon which 
he f-1Pd me to the Ground, ſaid he was Vine galbd; 
and ask'd me, if I was not convincd with his 
| knock down Argument? Now, PII leave your Wor- 
ſhip to judge if I had not Provocation enough ta 
quarrel with all Mili IR 

Sir Ro. Lookye, Sir, ſince you are ſuch an E- 
nemy to Puns, I think it was a juſt FPuniſb- ment. 
Su rl. So, now J am in worſe Hands than be- 

fore. [ afde.] Good Sir, either diſcharge me, — 
| | E22 de- 


N 

a 
þ 
Fa 


* , p WY 1 Wen 1 c — 3 * "of + l r 


N 


e es tes er 
- 


r ccc 


28 The Coquer* 5 Sr pe Or: 


deliver me into the Cuſtody ef the Conſtable, to 
inflict what Puniſhment you think fit on me. 

Sir Ro. You have {tumbled upon the right, Sir, 
the Conſtable is as proper as any body to puniſh 
you; for you muſt know I always chuſe my Offi- 
cers "according to their Profeſſion: ſo I always 
make a Shoemaker a Conſtable; for they can ſet a 
Man in the Stocks, and caſe him at the Laſt. 

Con. There your Worſhip fretch'd for a wo 
but you gain'd your Eud to a Hair. 

Sir Ro. Sirrah, if you criticiſe upon me, III 
make you pack up your Awls, and hobble off and 
then there will be an End of your Authority. | 

Snarl. Pray, Sir, don't keep me in Suſpence; 
conſider my Age and my Condition. 

Sir Ro. Condition! ay, Sir, I'll ſoon eaſe your 
Condition; you Conſtable, get the Gentleman a 
Baſtard, and put a Footman in it. 

Con. Ha, ha, what does yory Worſhip mean ? 

Sir Ro. Why, get a Baſon and ſome Water; a 
Baſe Son 1s a Baſtard, and a Footman is a Wai 
ter, you thick- ſeulbd Cur. 

Fnarl. O terrible! 

Con. Egad! there I was barren: I confeſs , but 
your Worſhip has a fruitful Head, 

Szarl. Ay, like a Garden overſtock'd with Mud, 
fruitful in nothing bur Weeds. Well, ſure of all 
Plagues this is the worſt, 

Sir Rog. No, Sir, not by a great many, a ſcold- 
ing Wife is worſe; for they are like Hor ſe-radiſh, hot 
in 70 5 Mouth. 

Snarl. Even Horates's Wife was an Angel to you in 
Converſation--pray, Sir, diſcharge me. 

Sr Reg. Hold, Sir, not fo faſt; why, you arc like 
Botticd-Ale in Summer, fly in my Face. 

Suarl. Qons! Sir, do you detain me on purpoſe to 
inſult me? But take Care; for, tio I appear ſo de- 
ſpicable now, yet I am 2 Gentleman, and expect ci- 


Ke 
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Sir Rog. Pray, Sir, who ate you, and what are 
ou ? | 

c Snarl. The moſt unhappy Wretch in the World to 
fall into your Hands. | 

Sir Rog. Why ay, Offenders are always loath to 
come into the Hands of Juſtice; but pray, Sir, an- 
ſwer me to the Purpoſe, what are you? ; 

Snarl. Sir, I have Reaſons that induce me to con- 
ceal myſelf, 2 

Sir Rog, Reaſons; then I ſuppoſe you are a Gro- 
cer. | 

Con. An pleaſe your Worſhip, I was told he is a 
Poet, and a Critick. | Ns | 

Sir Rog. A Poet, O Sir, I reverence you; pleaſe 
to drink a Dram, I ſuppoſe you are a Dram o'tict 
Poet ; therefore, Sir, when you write a Play, I would 
adviſe you to get an Alderman of the City to affitt 
you; for tho' they are no Conjurers at a Plot, yet 
they are excellent good at a Compter-Plot, come fetch 
him a Dram of Rum, tor he Looks very queer. 

Snarl. Oons, Sir, I can bear ſuch ſenſeleſs Stupi- 
dity, and Jangle of Words no longer. | 

Sir Rog. I fancy all Poets muſt be good Anglers, 
becauſe they make Zines---Bur, Sir, if you don't care 
for a Dram, will you have ſome Ale, that you may 
anſwer me Ale-gorically ? 

Srarl. Thou Enemy to Senſe, and Plague to all 
quiet Thoughts, what have I done to be thus tor- 
mented? Sir, if you perſiſt in this Gothic Diale&, I 
ſhall be tempted to commit ſome greater Outrage 
than I have already, 

Sir Rog. If you: perſiſt to talk at this Rate, I ſhall 
ſerve you as the Hatter has done my Hat-- Biad you 
over, | 5 
Snarl O the Devil! Confuſion! ſtop your Clack; 
of all Coxcombs, ſure none can equal te affected 
Pedant. Your Jets are either old fliza'd Proveros, or 
lean ftarved Hackney Apothegms. 
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Sir Rog. And your Mouth is like a Parenthefis ; all 
you have ſaid might have been left out. 

Snarl. I think you and all Punſters are like Toy- 
ſhops full of Rattles, that are fit only to divert Fools 
and Children. 

Sir Rog. Sir, Criticks are like Snakes, always hiſ- 
fing ; they are Ravens, always croaking round the 
Carcale of a new Play; and Raving-Mad if it 
takes. They are, like Sanmpſon, apr to pull an old 


Houſe abour their Ears; they are Waſps, that de- 


ſtroy the Honey of induſtrious Poets; tho' I think 
you look like an old Drone. 

Saarl, And you are, like a Lawyer at the Bar, 
long-winded enough to ſpeak more Nonſenſe with 
Ea e, than any Man can endure to hear with P a 
tience. 

Sr Rog. Moſt Poets are like Pyrates, ſteal from one 
another; and that's the Reaſon their Works won't 
keep long above Water But pray, Sir, what's 
the Name of that Wig you have on? | 

Szarl. Why, Sir? - 

Sir Rog. Becauſe 1'd have every Man wear a Wi ig 
ſuitable to his Calling; as, for Inſtance, Criticks 
ſhould wear full Bottom Wigs, becauſe they ſet up 
for Judges, and very ſevere ban too apt to con- 
demn right or wrong; Soldiers ſhould wear Cam- 
paign-Wigs, becauſe they belong to the Wars; and 


1 Pothecary ſhould wear a Cantharides Wig, that is, 


a Spaniſh- FI). 
Saarl. Why, Sir, you have talk d ſo long that the 


very Room ſtinks of Puns. 


Sir Rog. That is, becauſe theyare the Excrements 
of Wit; Huzza! a roaſted Crit ick! ſince you are 
ſo apt to baſte People for punning, I thought it pro- 
per to roaſt you for it; ſo now I Have done with the 
Gentleman, you may uſc him like a loaded Fowling- 
picce. 5 | 


Con, 
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Con, How's thar, and pleaſe your Worſhip ? 
Sir Rig. Why, diſcharge him, you Gunpowder- 
look'd Rogue. Now, Zack, I come to you. 


SCENE IV. A Room in Sir 
Roger's Houſe, Lucinda and Betty. 


Luc. Lard ! Betty, ien't it ſtrange, that that Creg- 
ture Lurelove can have the Vanity to think, that I 
can ever confine myſelf to one Man? 

Bet. Indeed he has, Madam,---nay, and is grown 
ſo vain upon it, that he thinks himſelf ſure of you. 

Luc. Why, I can't ſay but I ſhould like the Fellow 
well enough, if he hadn't quite ſo much Senſe; I 
love to ſee my Lover at my Feet, to have the Plea- 
ſure of torturing him: belides, it is with me in Lo- 
vers, as in my Thoughts, one continually ſucceeds 

another; as for Inſtance, now I like Lurelwve, now. I 


hate him-; now I think Airy a pretty Fellow, and a 


Wit; now I ſee he's no better than a Fool; now I 
am in love with Sprightly, tho' hang him, he san 
ugly Fellow; then there's Saarl, that is the uglieſt 
Fellow; tho' now I think on't, I like him well e- 
nough; then here's Colonel Gazette ! oh! Lam dy- 
ing for him. — Well, Betty, Lam in a nice Humour 
to be courted now! Oh ! if Larel;ve was but here, 
how I would teaze him; O love to teaze the fils 
thy Brutes, don't you? 

Bet. Really, Madam, I think you uſe Mr. Ture- 
love very ill--but I dare ſay he's eren with you; for, 
it is reported, he courts Lady Toorhleſs, the rich old 
Widow. 

Luc. Let him take her--But ſure the Fellow isn't 
ſuch a Fool, as to throw himſelf away upon an 
old Hag. 

Bet, Lard ! Madam, here he is. 


SCENE 


Exeunt; 
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Lucinda, Betty, Lurelove and Clara, 


are. Sir Roger deſires your good Company in the 
Pal Madam, Miſs Clara will give us the Honour 


ot her Company. 


Luc Then you ſhall have mine too but Mr. 
Lurelove, don't you remember the Afiront I gave 
you this Morning, arn't you very angry with 


me? 


Cla., Nay, Siſter, :hai's unfair to begin old Quar- 
rels anew. 

Lure. Really, Madam, I had forgot in- but eve ry 
thi: g you do has ſuch a Charm, that it's impoſſible 
to be angry with you, 

Luc Nay, if you begin to compliment, I. don't 


knew what to ſay to you; I ce he wo'nt be tor- 


Thi 4d. [ afide.. 
Clar. Well, Siſter, are you ready for iue Park. 


Luc. ] wait only the Pieaſure of Mr. Lurelove's 
taking my Hand. 


Lure. Ma dam 


Exeunt. 


SCE NE VI. The Park. 
Sir Roger and Ranger. 


Sir Reg. Pſha never heed him, he's in Love, 
ſzbb'a thro? the Brains with an Eye. 

Rang. So am I in Love; but ro ſighing, no pi- 
ing, no amorous Ditties, I hate them. 

Str Rg. Yeu in Love ; ; pray what ſort of a Hea- 
then arc you, that is, who is the Goddeſs you 
acute? 

Ran. Your Niece Clara, Sir. 


Sir Rig. Ay! She's a good ſober Girl, and thou 


ſhalt have her. SCENE 
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+ SC NE 
To them Gazette and Snarl, 


Gaz. Gentlemen, your moſt obedient,---T'll tell 
you News, my Dears ; there is to be a Reduction in 
the Army, and all Sucklings, Powderpuffs, and 
Cowards, are to be turn'd out. | 
Ran, Then I am afraid the Army will be quite 
broke, if they are all ſuch Officers as you. {| Afide. 
Gaz, No, no, Sir, — bur, Sir Roger, let me in- 
troduce this Gentleman to you. 
Saarl. As I live, this is he I was before this 
Morning. | | 4fide. 
Gaz. This Gentleman, Sir, is a Man of excellent 
Senſe, but a little quarrelſome —he loves a Pun at 
his Heart, tho. 5 
Sarl. Tis felſe, Sir, I hate ſuch Nonſenſe, ſuch 
' a Chime of Words. | 
Gaz. Veaze him a little, do, old Fox. | 
Sir Rig. Why really, Sir, Puns proceed from an - 
empty Scull ; becauſe the Man that is guilty of it, 
muſt certainly be full of Nonſenſe. 
Gaz. O that's a Contradiction i= Ha! ha! ha! 
Critick, how can you bear that? 
 Srarl. I never heard ſuch incoherent, ſtupid 
Nonſenſe; tor Heaven's Sake; Colonel, let us leave 
cm: Pſha ! never heed 'em, Man; laugh ac em, 
laugh at "em. TT 
Inarl. hy, he's drank, he's in Liquor. 
Si, Kg. No, Sir, the Liquor's in me, and I am 
a Philoſopher; tor all Drunkards think right, becauſe 
the tancy the World goes round : beſides, Sir Cri- 
tick, Liquor is like Learning, a little diſtracts you, 
and à great deal ſobers yon again, So, to ſhew 
you I am not in Drink, Fll go and take a Whet of 
Claret at the Royal FO 


Gaz, 
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Gaz. Lard | Sir Roger { what, drink Claret in a 
Morning! O for Shame, Coſtee is much wholeſomer. 
r Rog. Your Officers ſhould never quarrel with 
Claret, ES it has the Reſemblarce ot Blood. 
Ran. Cotic: is only fit tor Beaux; thoſe pretty- 
dapper Things, who take it for the Head-ach, ro 
cleanſe the Vacuum, where their Brains ſhould lye. 
Sir Rig. Rigat, my Boy; becauſe Beaux, like 
Chiidren's Clours, are ten iz the Suds. 
Harl Contound thee. 


SCENE VIII. To them Lurelove. 


Gaz. O Jack, you are indebted to me ; for I eſ- 


quired your Miſtreſs with a deal of Care. 


Lure. I am oblig'd to you, Sir. 

Gz. Faith, Jack, dou't be angry; but J muſt 
ſupplant you: ſhe is ſo tempting, that I can't 
avoid it; and I belicve ſhe begins to be in Love 
with me. | | | 

Lure. Impudent Coxcomb ! | 

Gaz. J ſee her on a Bench yonder. I know 


you'll pardon me, Lurelove; but ſhe'll languiſh to 
Death, if I don't comfort her. — Criticks, al- 
Ions. | 


SL EL NE 1. 
Sir Roger, Ranger, and Lurelove. 


Sir Rog. Did you bring Lucinda with you? 
Lure. Yes, Sir, I only come to acquaint you with 


Ran. We ſhan't go to 'em, for we arc going to 


the Tavern. : | 
Lure. Well, you'll diſpenſe with me, Gentlemen, 


for I can't bear that Coxcomb'sImpertinerce, 
N 
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Sir Rg. Then you are reſolved very wiſely to 80 
back, and ſhew yourſelf a Fool. 
Lure. J muſt go, for ſhe's my Fate. 
Sir Rog. In my Conſcience, I thin 
like a Fiddle to her Lover. 
Ran. Why fo, Sir? 
Sir Rog. Becauſe ſhe always makes him dance after 


her : ſo Jack, farewel; you'll find us at the Vine ya d, 
there's excellent Wine. 


SCENT KV 


Scene draws and diſcovers Lucinda, 
Clara, Gazette, and Snarl on a 


Bank, Miſs Hilding and Betty play- 
ing. 


Luc. And do you realty think Women the moſt 
agrecable Part of the Creation? 


Snarl. Yes, Madam. 

G, O! he's ſtrangely alter'd in his Principles 
fince the Morning, Madam ; he admires the whole 
Sex, but he @dores your Ladyſhip. 

Snarl. For Shame, Madam; I | hope you have more 
Senſe than to believe him tho I can't but own, 1 
think you are two the molt agreeable young Ladies 1 
ever mer with. 

M., H. Don't you think all Women are alike, Sir? 
Now, for my Part, I think my Grandmother of 
fourſcore as agreeable in her Way, as I am in 
mine. 

Snarl. That may be, Mrs. Pert: for ſhe can han- 
dle a Diſtaff, perhaps, as well as you can a Doll. 

Miſs H. A Doll, Sir; I'd have you to know I 
ſcorn your Words: I'll afſure you, Sir, a, young Gen- 
tleman, and a handſome one too (not like you) told 
me I was too, old, and too handſome, to play with 


F 2 a 


K. 2 Woman is 


' bas ſo; but IIl be rereng d of him. 
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a Doll: nay, and he gave me a Chair home; didn'r 
he, Couſin Lucinda? You know him very well. 

Snarl. Confound this Girl's Impertinence. 

Miſs H. 11 aſſure you, Sir! am I to be ſnubb'd by 

ou? | | | | 
x Gaz. Pſha | don't heed him, Miſs ; there's my 
pretty Dear. OD 

Saarl. Really Madam, the Mall is much indebt- 
ed to you for your Preſence ; for it never was ſo 
pleaſant before. 

Gaz, O Mrs. Lucinda, like the Sun, cheers all 
around her. . 

Miſs H. And pray, does my Coz. Clara do no- 
thing, Sir? | 

Suar J. O yes, ſhe's ſo charming, that Words can't 
ſpeak her Praiſe, — but you ſeem chagrin'd, Mas 

Clar. Umph, Sir. 

£xe. My Siſter is a little contemplative, Sir, 

Snarl. Very fine Company, I muſt confeſs, one eter- 
nally talking, and the other ſtruck dumb with Con- 
templation. (Aide. Madam, I muſt beg 8 

| | Going, 

Luc. You ſhan't leave us, Sir; hold him, Mis. 

Miſs H. Nay, Sir, you ſhan't get looſe; for, I 
am us d to play at Blindman's Buff, and can hold 
faſt, —O dear Couſin, help me. 

Snarl. Sdeath ! ſtand off. | 

Luc. Follow him, Miſs, and plague him. 

Miſs H. So I will, Coz. and tell him of my Romps 
and Plays in the Country, Hotcockles, Queſtions _ 
and Commands, hunt the Slipper, and—and Row- 
ley-Poley— Oh! 

Srarl. Confuſion | | 

[During this Speech he ſtruggles to be gone; 
ſhe . round him till at lait he ſhakes 


ber off, aud runs out. 


Miſs H. Oh: oh! oh! he has almoſt kili d me, he 
Uu. 
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8 Luc. Ay, ſo thou ſhalt, Child; thou ſhalt marry 
im. 5 5 
Miſs H. FIl go after him, and plague him. 
ke: [runs out. 
Luc. Betty, follow her. 
Clara. I am engaged at this Hour at Lady 
Trickem's, you'll excuſe my Rudeneſs, Colonel. 
Gaz, Madam, there needs no Compliment; the 
fair Sex always command with me. 


+$CENS W 
Lucinda and Gazette. 


Luc. You are fo perfectly complaiſant, Colo- 
nel, that fore no Woman can refute your Addref- 
ſes that you condeſcend to make Love to. 

Gaz. Egad! ſhe's in Love with me. Why, re- 
ally, Madam, I have been pretty ſucceſsful in my 
Amours of late. [ Lurelove lat the Side Scene. 

Tuc. Oh, your Servant, Sir; now, if you have 
any Spirit in you, Mr. Lurelove, I'll make you 
fume. | aſide. ] Dear Colonel, you'll think me im- 
pertinent; or elſe I'd ask your Opinion of our 
Beauties, and who you like beſt > 
Gaz. As I thought, ſhe wants me to ſay her; 
but I am reſolved to plague her. [afide.] Why, 
there's Lady Largui/ſh has a pretty good Caſt with 
her Eye, but ſhe's apt to ſquint a little; there's 
Lady Ceruſe is a Beauty—when ſhe is painted: 
but ſhe has that Misfortune, that ſhe never ap- 
pears with a regular Complection. I ſaw her at 
the Opera laſt Night with two different Eye-brows, 
one black, and the other fair It ſeems ſhe 
dreſs'd in a Hurry, and put it on by Miſtake. 
Luc. Well, but Callonel, 1 am fure you 
think me handſome ? 3 
„ az. 
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Gaz, Oh! Madam, without Diſpute. h 
Luc And I think no Man, that I can beftow- 

myſelf on, better than Collonel Gazette, _ 

| _ lays ber Hand on his. 
G:z. Hey day | why ſhould I be backward tho”? 

Madam, you have raiſed ſuch a Palpitation in my 

Heart, that if you don't lay it, I am afraid it will 

be the Death of me. . 
Luc. Will you give me your Company home 

with me? | 
Gaz. Madam, if you'll permit me. [| going. 


SCENE XII. To them Lurelove. 


Ha! Mr. Lurelove, your moſt obedient ; will 
you meet me at the Coffee-houſe in an Hour? I 
am engaged, you fee, at preſent, 

Lure. Then I ſhall diſengage you, Sir. | 

#1 ſ puſhes him down, and. takes her Hand. 

Luc. What means this Inſult, Sir, in my Pre- 
fence ? | 

Lure Why do you admit ſuch Coxcombs into 
your Preſence ? : 

Gaz. Faith, Jack, I ſhould reſent this Uſage, 
but I conſider you have loſt ycur Miſtreſs: ſo 
look on you as a Madman, and pity you. 

Lire. Am I reduced to have thy Pity, thou 
"17 ich thou Nothing, thou empty Caterpil- 
ai? 5 

Luc. Nay, good Mr. Lurelove, don't be in a 
Pallion, but pray let go my Hand. 


Lure. Your Hand is mane, if not your Heart, 
Madam ; and this I will maintain my Right to. 

Gaz. Pooh! let him take it; a Hand's but a 
Trifle, when all the reſt is mine. 


Lure. *Sdeath, thou Ape, do'ſt thou inſult me? 
Luc. 
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Luc. Ha, ha, ha! the poor Creature's mad. Get 
out of his Way, Colonel. | | 

Lure. Il ſend him. Take that, and that, &c. 
{ kicks him off ] Now, Madam, I deſire if you can 
be ſerious. 

Luc. Pray don't ask it of me; for, upon my 
Word, I can't for, I am very angry 
how dare you approach me, Sir, after ſuch a 

Manner ? 8 i 

Lure. I want to have you hear Reaſon, Madam. 

Luc. I hope you'll bring ſome body elſe to talk 
it. Can a Lover talk Reaſon? — Ha, ha, 
Dl. : 

Lure. I beg you'd hear me. 

Luc. Well, I will be ſerious pry'thee tell 
me, don't you think the Colonel a clever Man > 

Lure. I ſee it ſignifies nothing to be ſerious, I 
muſt eien attack her in her own Way. — [afide. 
Why really, Madam, I muſt confeſs the Colonel 
is a pretty Fellow; but, if you would ſee Beauty, 
it lyes among your own Sex: Sylvza, there's a 
young Lady freſh and blooming as a Roſe. 

: Luc. What a genteel caſy Manner the Colonel 
as ? ” 

Lure. What a Preſence Sylvia has, an Air ma- 
jeſtick, yet not haughty; charming, yet not af- 
tected? | ts 

Luc. The Colonel is fo engaging, every thing 
he dces ſeems as if it was natural to him. 

. Lure. Sylvia ſo witty, that every Word's a 
Charm, and every. Thought is Ecſtacy. 

Inc. Why do you like her, Mr. Lurelove ? 

Lure. Oh! to Adoration, Madam; I ſigh, I pine, 
I languiſh, and ſometimes rave and ſtorm; and 
when J am from her, as Otway ſays, 


The Moments move in Heavineſs away, 
And each long Minute ſeems a lazy Day. 


Luc, 
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Iuc. From her! why, were you ever in her 
Company? 3 | 
Jure. Often, Madam; it is impoſſible to love 
any Woman to the Pitch I do her without havin 
ſome Converſation with her: beſides, J am jut 
going to wait on her. 9, 
Then you are juſt the Reverſe of me, for I ne- 
ver like any Body after I have been once in their 
Company but 1 find, Mr. Larelove, you are 
not the Man I took you for. | 
Lure. Not the Fool you took me for but 
I beg Pardon for my Rudeneſs; you may follow 
your Coxcomb now, and conſole with him, for I 
muſt leave you. | 
Luc. You are fo ſatyrical, Mr. Lurelove, that I 1 
am glad I was never guilty of any Follies to fall 
under your Laſh 
Lure. I know not what Apprehenſions you are 
under as to that; but we all know 
That Woman's Virtue will admit Diſguite, 
Yet never ſeem the worſe to human Eyes. | Exit. 
Luc. When ſenſeleſs whining Fools approach 
our Sex, 
Their 2 55 grows nauſeous, and their Sighs per- 
| Plex; | 
But to the daring Lover *tis well known, 
That active Spirit brings the ſtouteſt down; 


The End of the Third AF. 


ACT 


1he Humorous PUNSTER. 41 


— . a 
* AC >>, a _— "5 AY : 7,” I © A 4 \ 
N 9 1 2 — Y f — 2 A 2 Þ p E W. S r Fe 

* - 6 . . [ * T 45% N - 
PR IN LEAN CSU 3 I Ek 
&= — w * AS - ad A 5 f - * - c - * — . 
7 e be 

1 , 


„i 2 Je 


ACT W. ScEN E I 
A Tavern. Sir Roger and Ranger. 


Sir Ro. JD SHA! never heed her, ſhe's a young 

giddy-headed Girl: Now, were I to 
a1lviſe you, you ſhould marry Mrs. Moneyday the 
rica Widow; for, you being a younger Brother, 
and born to no Lands, ought to plough in 
another Man's Soil : Now, he that marries a rich 
Widow is 2 Cut-purſe, and that's the ſureſt Trade; 
for WP has no ſooner done than the Money's in his 
Hand, 

Ran. But Money isn't the only Thing one 
would chuſe, Sir R:ger ; for Wit and good Senſe 
are far preferrable. | 
Sir Ro. Pooh! you filly Cur, Wealth's better 
than Wit, Did you ever know a Poet made an 
Alderman, or a Critick a Lord Mayor ? 


SCENE II. Io them Lurelove. 


Si Ro, Well, what Succeſs with Lucinda? 

11re, At the old Rate, Sir, rallying each other, 
conning our Conquelts ; but not a Word to the 
Porpoſc: I kick'd her Coxcomb for her, tho?. 

5:7 Ro, Well, never heed it, Boy; Wit and Wiſ⸗ 
dem afe, like the Web and Woof of the Cloth: 
1), Women's Souls were never made up — for all 
Wornen are but the ſame Meaning put in divers 
M vides —— , Jack, here's to thee. 


G „ 


- 
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Tom. Sir, I have been all over the Town to ſee 
for you; 1 am almoſt out of Breath: O po 
p a Porter left this Letter, Sir, with ſtrict 


Orders, that I ſhould give it you immediately. 

Sir Ro. What is it? — Communicate. 

] nre. It's a dangerous Secret, Sir. | 

Sir Ra. Then put it into a Woman's Boſom, ina 
no wile Man will ſearch there: but what 18 t ? 
come reveal, we u are all Friends. 

Lure. Tis a Challenge from Gazette, the Puppy 
that was with Lucinda you'll be my Second, 
Ravger ? 

Sir Ro. Pooh! you fi ny Dog, go to Newgate for 


a Sccond; Prifoucrs are certainly the belt Fenceys, 


bccaute they lic at Clox Ward. 


Lure. But I don't care to fight, till! know | 


what I fight for; ſq, Tow, go you to Sir Roger's, 
and ask Mrs. Betty to what Point of Mankind 
her Lady has turn'd her Affections to day 

Tem. 1 will, Sir. Exit. 


SCENE IX. 
Sr Roger, Ranger and Lurelove. 


Sir Reger. But, if you ſhould be kil'd now-1n 
this Duel, what muſt my poor Girl do for her 


Husband ? 
Ran. She mult marry the Colonel. 


Sir Pan. I don't like it; ; you ſban't fight, Fack. 
Lure. J hope, Sir, you wou'd n't have me poſted 


for a Coward. | 
Sir Ro. A Coward! Pooh! a Coward's better 


than a Captain; for a Goole lives longer than a 


Cock of the Game. 
Lure. It ſiguiſies nothing Sir; for T am refolv'd 


co Make ...c * illain repent !“ Ris ocurrility. 
Sir 


| 


ſu 


The Humorous PUNSTER. 43 
_ Sir Ro. I can't ſay but you are in the rigat 
on't, Jack; I love a Man of Spirit; but, my Lads 
will you go with me to Dinner? *twill be ready 
in about an Hour, fo we'll ſit and chat at Home 
in the mean Time; I have a Veniſon Paſty and 
a good Quarter of Lamb; fo you Rogues, you ſhall 
be mortity'd with a Lamb 0n-Table Dinner. 
Ran. That's a lamentable Pan, Sir Roger; but 
however, we'll comply with your Requeſt. 
Si, Ro. Lead on, lead on then. 


S CE NE V. 
An Apartment in Sir Roger's Honſe. 
Tom and Betty. 4 


Ws Well Betty, thou art a moſt bewithing 
| Hi | 5 
Betty. Ah! Tom, if your Maſter and my Lady 
ſhould make a Match, how happily we . ſhont.! 
live together? . | ens, > 
Tom. Ay lo we ſhould, Betty, but pray how 
goes the Match forwards? I ask you, becaule 
Chambermaids commonly know their Miltrettes 
Secrets better than they themſclves * © | 
Betty. On! ſhe loves him to Piſtraction; but 
ſhe's ſo perverſe, and takes ſuch Deligit to tor- 
rure People, that I ara afraid they'il never come 
together. 3 ad | 
Jom. Ah! dear Betty, do forward it as much as 
poſlible. A . $a 01 


| Luc. within. Betty, Petty.] 5 
Betty. O Lud! What ſhall T do? my Miſtreſs 

will find you, and I ſhall be ruin'd. Fo 
Tom. Hide me, hide me ſomewhere; thus Plea- 

ſure never comes ſincere.” T2 | 2 


1 | | 8 Petty. 
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Betty. Get into the Cloſet, and conceal yourſelf. 
| Puts him in the Cloſet ] 
[ Luc. within. Betty, Betty. 
Betty. Here, Madam, | 


SCENE VE. 
Betty, Lucinda, Clara and Miſs Hilding, 


Luc. [with a Paper.] O Betty! you muſt ſtand 
our Friend, or we are ruind: -— Here's a Paper 
the Colonel dropt out of his Pocket; it ſeems to 
be the foul Copy of a Challenge : and by fome 
=P he dropt, I gueſs he has ſent one to Lure- 
ove. 
Betty. Well, Madam, I hope you don't want me 

for his Second? ; 

Luc. No, you muſt be our Second; you muſt 
go to the Colonel with an Athgnation 5 me, 
to meet him at the Time fix'd, at a Place a Mile 
or two diſtant from where they are to meet, 

Betty. What you pleaſe, Madam; learn me my 
Leifon, and I warrant you I do it. 

(ar. Well, Siſter, defer that a little, whilſt I 
beg her Aſſiſtance for a Plot I have laid: — You 
know we agreed to trick Snarl; — I have pre- 
vail'd on Miſs to marry him. 

_ Miſs H. Yes, that I wall; and will fo plague 
him, you can't imagine. | 

Clar. Now you muſt know, —T have learn'd, 
by a Spy that I have employ'd, that Suarl is 
deeply in Love with Miſs Puny Paleface, the great 
Heireſs in Shrewsbury. Miſs is about her Size, 
and may ealily paſs on him in a Diſguiſe. —— 
Now if Betty can prevail on any one of her 
Lovers, to offer himſelf as Footman to Srarl, it 
may produce a Scene aniwerable to our Wiſhes, 
what do you Jay Betty, will you undertake it? 

3 ; Betty, 
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Betty. Yes, Madam, and effect it too; or may 

I ever loſe tae Profits of my Place, | 
Miſs H. O dear! it will be charming Fun,; do 
go and write the Letter, dear Couſin, I long to be 
at it. IS, ER | 
Luc, I will, my Dear; Betty wait here, Pl come 
to you immediately. | 


SCENE vll. 
Betty and Tom. 


Betty. Hiſt ! hiſti- the Coaſt's clear, now make 
your Flee 8 | 

Tem. My dear Soul, adieu. 
Betty. Lou have heard what Miſs Clara and my 
Miſtreſs have been conſulting, improve thoſe 
Hints. | | Oi 

Tomi Fear not, my Life; and, in the mean Time, 
don't you be be idle, but ſerve my Maſter , for, 
by afliſt ing him, you oblige me. * ot 
Betty. O Thomas ! canſt thou think I am not 
intirely in thy Intereſt ; I ſerve my ' Miſtreſs tis 
true; but J am a Friend to you; —but fly. 


SCENE VIII. 
Betty, Lucinda, and Whetſtone. 


Luc. This Letter you muſt give to a Porter to 
carry to Mr. Snarl; and that to Colonel Gazette, 
to Whetſtone) Well Betty, now to my Buſineſs; I 
have a farther Thought in my Head; I have made 
an Aſſignation with Colonel Gazette, as 1 told you 
Teyould ; but I would have you meet him there. 
Betty. Lard! Madam; but, if he ſhould offer any 

Thing rude to me. 77 . 
uc 
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Duc. Plha! I hope you are not afraid of that 
at theſe Years. | | | 
Betty. Lard ! Madam, I'll tell you who will be 
ſerviceable to us in this Project. — Tom, Madam, 
Mr. Lurelove's Man. 
Luc. Ay, he's a good ſmart Fellow, — will 
u engage him? 
Betty. Il command him, Madam. | 
Inc. You are like ail our Sex I ſee; but re- 
member, Betty, that whenever we boaſt of our 
Power over a Man, we always betray our own 
Weakneſs. But Pl] leave it to your Management. 
Be;ty. IIl about it inſtantly, 


1 SCENE, IK. 
Sr Roger, Lurelove and Ranger. 


Ran. A Critick in Love! I muſt confeſs, tis 
ſomething odd. RT 

Sir Ro. Sure he never can miſs the Cyiticat 
Minute. | 
Ran. Well, but now Raillery apart; though I 
laugh fo much at him, yet you muft know I 
am in Love myſelf, and would have thee tell me 
how thou haſt behaved thyſelf, and what I muſt 
Expect. TT 

Lure. Love is a Bog, where no one ever treads 
in Safety; and Wit and Women, two frail Things, 


are both frailer by concurring : Beauty is the 


Coach that carries us to our Miſtreſs, and Wealth 
the Horſes to draw 1t : Abſence ſharpens Love, 
Prefence ſtrengthens it; one brings Fuel, and the 


- other blows it till it burns clear: Love often 


breaks Friendſhip, tho* Friendſhip always in- 
creaſeth Love. In ſhort, it it is a Something not 


to be defined. 
| Sir 


+ 


The Humorous PunsTER. 47 


Sir Ro. Not to be defined; why, I'Il tell you 
what it is. Firſt, it is a Glow-Worm, becauſe it. 
ſhines only by Night: © Secondly, it is a Mole, 
| becauſe it works in ſecret; Thardly, it is an 
Arithmetician ; for it ſubſfrafts a Man's Virtues, 
it divides his Senſes, multiplies his Cares, and re- 
duces him to a Cypher, till he is ruin'd by Fra@ions , 
and yet ſtill, in Spite of Fate, he'll pradice it; 
and reckons it his only Golden Rule; till at laſt 
he ends where he ſhould have begun; numbers 
up his Misfortunes, and, by adding one Sin more, 
caſts up the Sum total of his Life in a Line, 
and wilely hangs himſelf. 

Ran. Such Diſcouragement from old Sinners, 
give but little Comfort to a young one. 

Lure. Nay, Faith, Ranger, I don't diſcoura 
you ; the Love you are infected with, commonly 
bears ſome Reſemblance to the Woman who in- 
ſpires it. If you addreſs a Coquet, every Atom 
of your Brains turns to Windmills and Whirli- 
gigs; if a Prude you abhor your Sex; if one of- 
a merry Diſpoſition, Fiddles, Balls and Serenades 
employ all your Time; if a great Fortune, you 
count over a Heap of Pelf before you are Maſter 
of a Farthing; if a poor one, you are perplex'd 
with Thoughts how to live for the future : for, 
throughout Mankind, tho' we govern all beſides, 
yet Women govern us. . 


We yield, without Reſiſtance, to their Sway; 
And if their Eyes command, we mult obey: 


For Beauty can the ſtrongeſt Power move, 
And awe the fierceſt Heart to Fear and Love. 


The Hud of the Fourth All. 


AU 
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CIT e 
r 
. 
The Park.  Snarl with a Letter. 


Snarl. T ET me ſee, ha! from Miſs Puny P-le- 
face. I ſtole up to Town — humph — 


am in a Scots Habit humph——— you'll find 
me at —  —humph———- T have a Licence 


um! and will marry you immediately So, this is 


good News indeed; I'll bid the London Ladies 
Adieu. Mrs. Lucinda, look to't, my Wife will 


out{hiue you - Heireſs to Thirty Thouſand 
Pounds! a very pretty Thing, ha, ha, ha, 
this is good, i' faith — Pl go and ſnap thee 


up, my Dear, and then VI! bid the World Defiance. 


rar 
Snarl, and Tom as a Welſhman. 


Tom. So, here he is! now have at him. [ aſide. 


Cot pleſs your Orthip, and ſend you long Life 


and happy Days. 

Syarl. Well, Sir, who are you? 

Tom. Hur was a poor Velſbman out of Place, 
and woud be fery glad of ſome good Service, hur 
came into London as I came into the World, and 
cairy'd hnr Shoes and Stockings in hur Pocket, 
becauſe they ſhould not wear out on the Way — 
it is te Fathion of Wales, 

| Srarl, 
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Suarl. A good honeſt frugal Fellow, I find, and 
may be uſeful to me — Well, Friend, what 
Part of Wales do you come from? 
Tom. Sheer Trevaldown —— — 
Montgomery-ſhire. | | | | 
Snarl. Very well, and what's your Name? 
Tom. Tomas, William, Harry ſhone Howe l. # 
Snarl. Ha, ha, right Velſß with a Witneſs — 
Were you ever in a Gentleman's Service? 
Tom. Och vee ! yes indeed many Years y I was 
live at Lndlow with a very honeſt Lawyer, who 
uſed to give good Wages to all his-Servants, and 
allow very handſome for the wear and tear of 
_ Conſcience in his Service, as he call'd it: but he 
did make a die of it, he was too good for this. 
World; hur had a great Loſs of him indeed: then 
hur went to Mr. Sparenone, another great Lawyet 
in Shrewsbury, who was turn. hur away, becauſe 
hur would not ſwear as he would have hur, 
Snarl. Ha, Shrewsbury, fay you? 
Tom. Yes indeed, he ſaid, for the future, he 
would have none but Li Servants; for they 
were the fitteſt for Lawyers, becauſe they make 
the beſt Evidence. : 
Snarl.. Well, well, but harkee, do you know 
_ Miſs Puny Paleface of Shrewsbury ? 2 
Jon. What, the little great Heireſs, Och bee? 
Miſteer, know her! ay, inteed, as well as Ido 


that is, in Engliſh, - 


the Wrekin: as that is above all Mountains in that 


Country, ſo is her Fortune to all the Ladies 
thereabouts. 555 | 
Snarl. Right again, this is Confirmation with 
a Witneſs. Well, Snarl, thou art a lucky Dog 
 Fafide.} Friend, I have at this Time Occaſion for 
a Servant, and if we can agree about Wages, I'II 
hire you inſtantly. ; | 
dm. Och vee ! I ſhall not be unreaſonable. ' 
Snarl. Well, what will you have? | 
. H Tom, 
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Tom. What your Orſhip pleaſes, and your alt or 
Cloaths, it you pleaſe : I will come upon Tryal, and 
vou ſhall pay me according to my Merits, that is, if 
I have any. 

Srarl. Content ; be it ſo then, and let me tell you, 
you are come in a good Time tor Vails ; for I am 
juſt going to be married to a very great Fortune, 
and of your Acquaintance too: there's a Myſtery 
for you, Sirrah ! | | 
Tom So, that's well“? Aſide. 

Snarl. She's waiting at the Tavern for me, with all 
the Expectation of a longing Maid. 

Tom. Better ſtill! 

Sarl. The Parſon and Licence are all ready; and 
in an Hour's T'ime every Bell in the Pariſh ſhall 
ring Conſummatum eſt. 

Tom. Belt of all ! it takes knely, Ha! ha! ha! old 
one, you are bit, I Faith. Aide. Ibis is prave Luck, 
intced, Truth! and pray now, ſhall 1 go to the 
Wedding with your Malter? 
 Gaarl. Yes; but you muſt ſay you have lived with 
me this halt Tear; you can tell a Lie, upon Occaſtun, 
can't you? 

Tom. Ay, in Truth, can I; Och! Vee ! 1 have 
not lived with two Lawyers for nothing, I hope. 

Snarl. Come along then, I'll give you ſome Iuſtruc- 
tions as we go. 

Tom. III follow him cioſe till the Wedding's over. 

Then to my Maſter Tu the Plot diſcover. 


. SCE N E III. 
Sir Roger's Houſe. Lucinda and Betty. 


Luc. Well, Betty, Tthank you for this Contrivance; 
if Zum manages but right, we need fear nothing. 
Bet. I left Miſs at the Tavern waiting, and J ſent 
Tom to ger i in with him. 
Luc. 
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Luc, Well, Betty, thou ar't an admirable Girl. 
Bet. Ah Madam! I wiſh Mr. Lurekvve and you 
| were come together once. 

Luc. Why, Betty, I am afraid we ſhall bon but, 
what have you done about the Colonel? | 

Bet. T have had no Anſwer to the Letter, Madam; 


ſo 1 preſume, by that, he ll meer us at rhe Place ap- 


pointed. 

Luc. Well, be ſure, and be ready ; it draws near 
the Time. 

Bet. I'll go direaly. Exit. 


SCENE IV. 
Lucinda and Lurelove. 


Luc. So, Mr. Lureleve ; ble can you approach me, 
after you have affronted the Colonel ſo ? 

Lure. I came to ask Pardon for it. 

Luc. Nay, don't look ſo grave; that ſcrious Look 
ſtrikes ſuch Awe into one. 
Lure. Well, Madam, take your Jeſt, and have 
done ; for I am come to hear you ſpeak Truth, and 
give me a poſitive Anſwer. 


Luc. Mr. Lurel ve may command any thing [ELD | 


me. 


Lure. Then, I only beg the WES of you to hear 


me for a few Minutes with Patience. 
Luc. *Tis granted, and I wiſh it was over. 
Lure. J have long loved you, and by all my Acti- 
ons have ſhewn an entire Satisfaction in whatever you 
have ſaid and done. Na-. 

Luc. Well, go on. 

Lure. I expect you ſhould no 5 3 my Fancy 


- 


with airy Hopes, but anſwer directiy ong Way ot 


t'other, 
LCuc. Lou have enjoin d too hard a Task on me, 
indeed; I ſuppoſe you . ſome more N of * 
1 


* 


: 
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like Kind; ſo I beg Leave to quit your Com- 

any. | | 
g 2 Nay, by Heavens, Madam, you ſhan't leave 
me ſo; I am come atm d with Reſolution to conquer, 
or die in the Attempft. 

Luc. What do you mean? Perhaps, the Frankneſs 
of my Behaviour has given you room to entertain 
looſe Thoughts of me : but, if it's ſo, know that 
| Virtue do'n't always conſiſt in a reſerved ſtretchid 
Carriage, any more than Religion does in Formali- 
ty; but that Gaiety of Temper and Virtue are not 
inconſiſtent. | 

Lure. You wrong me, Madam, by thinking I have 
any diſhonoutable Deſign upon you; No, my Madam, 
my Paſſion is too refined. In ſhort, Madam, Sir Ro- 
ger has given me his Conſent to marry you ; and I 
expect you ſhould not be backward in yours. 

Luc, You ſeem to threaten me to Compliance. 

Lure, No, I ſupplicate it on my Knees, I have too 
high an Eſteem for you, to threaten you——here will 
I fix, nor move, till with that Hand I receive my 
Happineſs, and your Conſent. _ . 

Luc. Take em then; you have teazed me ſo long, 
that I muſt yield in my own Defence——nay, no Ec- 
ſtacy, I charge you your Generoſity has made ſuch 
an Impreſſion on me, that it would be Injuſtice to 
ſtiffle my real Sentiments any longer; ſo I reſign my- 
ſelf to you, and may I live to plague you as long as 
you row wiſh! ES 

Lure. I ſhall ſtudy all Methods to recompence 
ſome part of this great Goodneſs—I am going to 
meet a Friend about particular Buſineſs--= * 

Luc. I know that Bufineſs---but the Colonel can't 
be there; for he has an Aſſignation ſomewhere elſe 

Lure: Has the Coward told you then that you 
might prevent it? . 

Lic No, he dropt a Copy of the Challenge out 
of his Pocket, which I found, and immediately ſent 
. | 1 1 54 Or f * | an ; 
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an Appointment to meet him at the Park, where I 


ſuppoſe he is by this Time. 
e 'Sutfer me to go and ſee. 


Luc: No, I take the Will for the Deed; and am as 


much obliged to fyou, for the Concern you ſhow to 
vindicate my Honour, as if you had expoſed your 
Lite in my Defence 


SCENE x 
Lucinda. : Lurelove, Tom au Betty. 


Tom. O rare News, Sir; we have ſeen Mr. Sarl 
coupled, and the Colonel ilicwile.; ; but, I can't tell 
you to whom, unleſs you'll firſt promiſe me Forgive- 
| neſ s for what I have done. 


Lure. 1 may venture ro do that, for 1 know Tom, 


you'd ſooner die than injure me. 
Tom. After Mrs. Lucinda had appointed the Colo- 
nel; I was walking along the Street and acci- 
dentally met your old Friend Mrs, Tuig; and imme- 
diately an unlucky Thought jump'd into my Head, 
to couple the Colonel and her: I let her into the Se- 
cret, and dreſs'd her as like Miſs Lucinda as Time 
would permit, put on her Mask, and ſent her tothe 
Place appointed; ſhe hadn't been long there before 
the Colonel came, ſnap'd her up, bore off the Prize 
in Triumph, and thg 1 Parſon married both him, 
and Mr, Sarl ; but, I luppoſe they have found the 
Miſtake by this Time. | 


SCENE VI. 


To them Sir Roger, Ranger and Clara, 


Sir Rog. So Jack, ſhall Iwiſh you Joy ? 

Lure. To-morrow you may, Sir: well, Ranger, are 
you bleſt. 

Ran. In my Clara's Lore I am beyond what 


| Fhonght's can orm | Luze, 
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Lure. Then farewel roving Nights and drowſy 
Days; no more will I ſeek for Pleaſure from ſuch 

vain Delights: but, encircled in theſe fair Arms, 
deſpiſe all Joys beſides; Joys that inſipid are ta 
theſe. CEP, | | . 

$ir Ro. Hey day | what's here? 


SCENE VII. To them Gazette, 
with Mrs. Twig maskd, Snarl with 


Miſs Hilding. 
Gaz. Gentlemen, I kiſs vour Hands. Dear Fack, 
all Malice apart Come, old Dad, your Bleſ- 


ling. Ha! what Lucinda there! pray unmask, + 
my Dear, I am afraid I am bit. Even fo, by Fu. 
piter ; Fol, lol. Angs and frets about. 


8 Sir Ro. Ha, ha, ha! why, thou art like a Baſs. - 
7 Viol, rough Muſick without a Conſort. Nay, thou 
I art, till more like a Baſs Viol; for thou bak 
I more Guts than Brains in thy Laggerhead. 
. | Grz. 'Sdeath, Sir, do you banter me? 
8 Sir Ro. So a right Baſs. Viol again; for, he 
Tumbles when I rub him. | 
18 Gaz. Who is this yon have trick'd me with? 
3 Mrs. Twig. Mr. Lurelove can give you the beſt 
4 Account of me, Sir. 6 
= Gax. Do you know the Lady, Lurelove ? 5+. 
1 Lure. Sometime ago I did, but Fancy has eraſed 
4 her from my Memory. | . I 
9 Snayl. Ha, ha, ha! poor Colonel, I pity you; 
4 but haſty Marriages ſeldom produce · any Good, 
=_ Kean. As witneſs your own, Sir. | 
I Snarl. Ha! what, am I bit too? — Miſs, my 
7 Dear, pull off your Mask. Tis evident O 
Heavens! confound ye all. [ going. 
| 


lit | 7 Miſs | 
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| Miſs H. Nay, you ſha'n't ſtir; I am your Wife, 
and Wives are Miſtreſſes: PII have you to know 

PII rule as much as any City-Wife whatſoever. 
Lure. Well, Colonel, I ſuppoſe your have forgot 
the Challenge: but 1 wo'n't frighten your Wife; 

for ſhe may be with Child, and it may be of ill 

Conſequence. „ 

| Gaz. Nay, don't inſult me, Sir; my Heart's 

almoſt broke to think that I ſhall ſee it in the 

Papers to-morrow, that Colonel Gazette is marry'd 

to a Woman of the Town. 1 ; 

Sir Ro. Come, Children, join your Hands; Lu- 
cinda, do you conſent?: 1 

Luc. Without any Ceremony; if he likes me 
with all my Follies, let him take me. | 

| T̃ gives Lurelove ber Hand. 

Lure, Thus I receive Heaven's beſt Gift on 

Earth: for this alone III leave a Crown, and fly 

to a Deſart, to be fo bleſt. 

Sir Ro. That's pretty now Come, Mrs. 
Clara, yours too. There, take her, Mr. Ranger. 
Ran. With all the Ardency a Lover's Heart can 
be capable of, I receive this Bleſſing. 

Clara. As our Courtſhip has been very ſhort, 
Sir, that you have had little Opportunity of 
ſhewing your Ldve yet, 1 hope that is all to 
come after Marriage. 5 
Sir Ro. Now, Children, Fll give you both my a 
Bleſſing; May the Sweetneſs of your Diſpoſition 
meet the rough Temper cf your Husbands, as 
Wool meets Iron eaſter than Iron, and turns re- 
fiſting into embracing ; may Diſhoneſty never 
come nearer than your Ears, and then may Won- 
der ſtop it out, and ſave Virtue the Trouble; may 
your Mirth, like a Perſpective, let you look thro” 
it into Virtue, but not beyond it; may Houſe- 

. wifry be your Wit, and Cleanlineſs your Wiſ⸗ 
dom; let Obedience be your Crown never to be 
| | put 
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2 off, and Humility the Robe to fit it. In 
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ort, may ye be every thing your Husbands 
would wiſh ye; and ſo, my Lads, away with 'em; 


for Women are, like Eelr, very ſlippery, and fit 


for no Man's Uſe till they are ſtript : fo let the 
Parſon ſay Grace, then roſs 'em up, and fall too as 
ſoon as you pleaſe. I” 


Lure. Learn hence, ye giddy Fair, your Lives 


to mend; Yager 
For Cenſures the moſt innocent attend: 


Confine your Thoughts, and ſtricter Rules obey , 


For Vurtue'll ever bear the greateſt Sway. 


